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"Fate gives all of us three teachers, three friends, three enemies, and three great loves in our 
lives. But these twelve are always disguised, and we can never know which one is which 
until we've loved them, left them, or fought them." 
Gregory Roberts, Shantaram 

"I probably did too much thinking in India. I blame it on the roads, for they were superb..." 

Robert Edison Fulton Jr., One Man Caravan 



"Its only goat poop..." 
Philippa Russell 



I know all the places I go on a fever and sore throat 

and the still getting on that airplane 

no matter what; pus 

is a deadly form of ambition 



I know real friends are 
not afraid 

of underweared bodies, 

dancing 

bodies. 

laughing, 
till your body hurts bodies. 



I know real friends are always 
underwear, never underwater, 
always 

keep your head above water, 
and dancing, and 
laughing 
too. 




I know God is a woman 

who has never left the Himalayan mountains. 



I know bed is a coffin I sleep in 
with clothing, papers, books, 
a bizarre egyptian. I know teeth 
will always have a film of plague 
in the mourning, no matter 
how long you brush them. 



I know my mother's voice 

when she got a mouth full of tears.. 



all it takes, is the.tiniest .vortex, 
of warm air. 

to break, 
a. voice box. 



I know watching youtube videos 
of home births, and water births, and 
military reunions, for 6 hours straight 
is some strange manifestation 
of missing my family 



I know a blank page 
is rubber, a ball 
bouncing 
on river water 




blank page 

is the only thing 

that puts out the fire 




or does it 
grow 



I know what blue birds 
sound like 

when they fly straight 

into a glass door, or 

a wind shield, throbbing. 



they are stunned, 
lying there. I am still... 
I am alive. 
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